A Godly Ballad of the Juſt man Jos. 


VVherein his «ccat patic... 


Ich declare, 


His Plagues, and his Miſcrics. and yet did not diſpare. 
The tune is, the Merchant. 


V V Alking alone. 
Not long avone, 


Ibcardon? watle and wee pe, 


Alas he ſa(d, 
Jam now lata, 
in ſozrow ſtrong ed dæpe. 


Co heare bim crp, 
and pzivily abode, 
There did fla 
An ſecret mind. 
the JaT and Patient Job, 


His woful paine 
Did me conttrafne, 
by fo2cs to watle and mone. 
Gov did him p;ove, 
Yow he vid love, 
ths living L 02d along. 


Jn heavinefſe 
Ds did erpzefſe 


theſe wo2ds With bitter tears, 
Alas, pee man, 
etched J am 


in cart my ſelfs out- wearts. 


This mo2tall lifs 
Is but a firite, 
a batteil great and ftrong, 
Py peares allo 
Doe waſte and goe, 
and not contiuae long, 


The day wheretn 
dis begin 
ta move and Tir my bzeath, 
Woald God T had 
An erchange made, 
and turned unto death 


So ſbeuld not 1 
Ju miſery 
be wzapped as Jam, 
The tims aud dap 
Well curſs J may. 
when to this wozld N came. 


Fo; mp faults paſt, 
Yam out- caſt 
and ot all men abhoꝛ d, 


O that A might 
Dnce and in fight, 


fo reaſon with the Lo2w. 
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I could then know 
Q be doth ſhow 
this exrftreamecrucity, 
Upon this fle ch, 
Which is but Gꝛalle, 
and boꝛne is fo; to de. 


From top to toe 
J feele with woe. 
that ſozrow is mp meat, 
Put te erile, 
With Boicy aud Bile. 
aud dunghill is my ſeat. 


Dy kinsfolke talke, 
And by me walks, 
wondꝛing at my fall, 
They count mp fate 
Unſoztunats, 
aud lofo;ſaks me all. 


Py Chflv;au five, 
Which were alive, 
they ail ve quite deffroy'o, 
Ths Plague fell 
On mp Cattell, 
with all that J enſoy d. 


Should J fo! them 
p God blaſphe me, 
aud his god gi its deſpiſe - 
That will x not, 
BWuf take my lot. 
gfving his Name the patis. 


Tbey were not mine, 
But fo2 a time, 
Y know weil it is ſo, 
God gave them mc, 
Abr thould not be, 
agafne take them me fro - 


Thus having ſa(d, 
Full Mfll J fats, 

vis end fo2 to beholb, 
A there dd ſ& 


His felicity, 
increafing manifold. 


A Enew well then, 
Do patient men, 
Gould not ſaffer in vainc, 
But hall bs ſurs 
To ha be ple*fare, 
rewarde to their paine. 


London, Printed for F. Coles, |. VVright, Tho, Vere, and VV. Gilbertſon. 


A Godly Ballad of the juſt man Jos. 


VVherein his treat partic... 


uch declare, 


His Plagues:and his Miſcrics. and yet did not diſpare. 
The tune is, che Merchant. 


V V Alking alone. 
Not long avone, 
Ibcardon? waile and wee pe, 
Alas be ſad, 
Jam nod lata, 
in ſozrow ſtrong ed dæpe. 


Co heare bim crp, 
I did apply, 
and pzivily abode, 
There did J fad 
In ſecret mind. 
the Juſt and Patient ſob. 


His woful paine 
Did me contrafne, 
by fo2ce fo watle and mone. 
God vid him pꝛoba, 
Yow be did love, 
the living KL 02d along. 


Jn heavinefſe 
Ds did expzefle 

theſe woꝛds With bitter tears, 
Alas, pee man, 
Wzetched J am 

in care my ſelfs out-wearvs. 


This moztall lifs 
Is but aftrite, 
a battell great and ſtrong, 
y peares allo 
Doe waſte and goe, 
and not contiuae long, 


The day wherein 
Joi begin 
to move and Eir my beath, 
Woald God T had 
An exchange made, 
and tarued unto death 


So ſhould not J 
gu miſery 
be wzapped as Jam, 
The tims aud dap 
Well cucrſs A map. 
when ts this wozld I came. 


Fo; mp faults paſt, 
Jam outf-caff, 

and of all men abhoꝛ d, 
O that A might 
Dnce Fand in night, 

fo reaſon with the Low. 


2 
A 
D 


2 
$0 
V9 


7 


$5$$$$$23$6$5 $4$$% ere nerde 
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